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BSBBBOwY PAWBSe | 


Story of an Hiciress. 


FOUNDED ON A RECENT CIRCUMSTANCE, 


[Coneluded.] 

Arrer his recovery he visited all his 
ic juaintance, and me among the rest. I now 
met him for the first time freed from the 
prying observation of others, and this, together 
with the joy of secing him after so painful an 
ibsence, imparted a cordiality to my manner, 
which seemed to fill him with a pleased 
surprise. But much as [ desired to please 
him, T found it impossible to make any effort 
towards doingso ; my pows {conversation 
were utterly paralyzed ; and though he stayed 
1 considerable time, T feared that he must 
think me amost vay id and u ellivent being. 
Hit erto Thad not seen 7 r pay marked 


attention to any woman ne evening he 


me tao acon rt, ile iy d by a matron || 
ind a voung lady, both strengers to me, the 
latter a fair and interesting, but not strikingly 
beautiful girl, Trevor and » seemed to be 
on intimate and even affectionate terms. J] 
leuned her name. Itwas not his. She was 
not his sister. Lb began to know the tortures 
of jealousy. Next eveni L was ata ball. 
Trevor was not there. We were dancing the 
quadrille of La Pastorell i Twas standing 
lone, (atehat part where lady's own and 


aon ite partir (s viva »thect her,) when 


[ heard a lady near me mother. * So, 
Mr. Trevoi and liss — ave to be married 
immediately.’ ‘This knell of my happiness 
rune out amid the sounds of music and 
laughter, The dancers opposite, struck with 
the blanched and spectral ive of my com- 
plexion, ered it oat ce, * What is the 


matter 2 Miss Howard, you are ill ;? but with 


Lord E—— heard these words, and guessed | 
at once the cause of my sudden pallor. 1) 
saw that he did, and resolved to defy his 


penetration, Never had I been so wildly gay, 


never excited so much admiration as on that | 
iniserable evening. The recklessness of) 
despair bewildered me, and in a sort of mad 
conspiracy with fate against my own happiness, } 
I gave my irrevocable promise to be the wile | 
of Lord E—. A double bar was thus 

placed between me and the most perfect of | 
God's creatures. IHle had selected one | 
(doubtless worthy of him) with whom to | 
tread virtue’s * ways of pleasantness, and paths 

of peace,’ while T, linked in a dull bond with | 
one whom [ nor loved nor hated, nuust pursue 

the weary round of an existence without ann. 
or duty, or affection. Twas Lut nineteen, and 
happiness was ov r——hepe hfe of life, was |! 
dead. and the future, im tion’s wide || 
domain, nothing bat ene dim ead cCesolate |} 
expanse 1 
Lord E—— made the most ostentatious! 


preparations for our approaching unton, which 


he took care should be publiels known, so} 


that IT was congratulated upon it by my 


acquaint mice, and mnone the rest by Trevor 
hint if, Dit tHe pore | retle cle d, the more 
[loathed the th ht of marrvine Lord E—, 


Ile could not be blind to nay reluctanee : but 
his avarice and vanity were both interested in 
the fulfilment of my promise. To aman who 
had desired my love, my unwillingness to 
fulfil the contract would have ena suflicient 
cause for dissolvis its but Lord Ea fiad 
wooed mv weilth, and -T had promised it to 


hin—how then could IT retraet +: Giladly, 


; : . , : 
indeed, would b have given halt my fortune m 
, , 
ransom OF ins isl . but such a bartel 
, lea fer” , . 
WAS PN pOssioic, bhai “aw no means. ot 


a strong, proud ellort, | plied, that I Was) ESCA} i e the toils Which ny Own folly had 
perfectly well, danced thro wh my part, and) woven around ime, 

then stood beside Lord E—, who was as One day, while Twas revolving these bitter 
usual my partner. The ladies were still) thoughts, and awaiting the infliction of a visit 
encazed in the same conversation. * He goes’ from Lord E—, a letter, in a strange hand, 
into Devonshire next weck. for change of air! was delivered to me. Tt ran thus: 

after his long illmess. He is to remain some ‘My dear Aucusta,—Did you ever hear of 
time on a Visit at her father’s house. 1| a wild youth, oul rother, “UO Was Suppose d 
understand it is a long engagement.’ 'to have been lost at sea, when you were a 


baby ? Tam that brother; I fear I dare no 
longer say, that youth. Ihave passed through 
as many adventures as would cig out ten 
modern novels, but which would be out of 
place in this little brotherly epistle. At last, 
however, I was seized with a strange fit of 


heme sickness, and coming to England to 


jrecover, I find my pretty little sister a wit, a 


beauty, and heiress of my heritage. I under- 
stand, and you are doubtless also aware, that 
my father never gave up all hope of my return, 
and that by his will I am entitled to all his 
property, except a paltry portion of ten 
thousand pounds for you. But I have seen 
you, my dear little girl, and like you vastly, 
so that you may be sure that [ shali not limit 


your portion as my father did. I candidly 


confess that l doubt whethe r I may be al le 
legally te prove ny title, thou h my old nurse, 
whe lives with you, and with whom I have had 
an inte rvies » Fe OONiZe | me easily, I shall 


visit vou, however, and Tam sure when you 


)compare me with ny father’s portrait you will 


acknowledge me to be your loving brother. 
Henny Howarp.’ 

[ was well aware of the clause in my father’s 
will to which the writer alluded; but it had 
ways seemed to me, and to my guardians, a 
mere dead letter. Some time be fore I might 


have grieved at the prospect of losing my 


jwealth; now it filled me with joy, as affording 


a hope of release from Lord E—, [| flew 


to the nurse, and foun | her re ady to swear tuo 
the stranger’s identity with the lost Henry 
Hloward, I seized my pen joyfully, and 
iddressed to hin a few hasty lines. 

‘My dear brother—if you be indeed my 
brother—you shall only need to prove your 


tithe to my own he art. My sense of justis c, 


id not the mandates of the | iw, shall restore 


your inheritance to you. As to my portion, 
I shall except of nothing it that which is 
legally mine, until T know whether I shall 
req ire it, or Whether [ can love you well 
enough to be your debtor,’ 

[had scareely despatched this billet, when 
Lord ik Was ANNOUNCE d. I receive d him 
With unwonted ety. for IT was charmed to 


be the first from whom he should hear of Wy 


-_—-— 





T 


HE RURAL REPOSITORY. 








SS 
altered circumstances. I longed to take his 
sordid spirit by surprise, and break triumph- 
antly and at once from his abhorred thraldom., | 
He was delighted with my unusual affability, | 


and was more than ever prodigal of his. 
* Adorable Augustas,’ &c.—more than ever | 
1 
maliciously drew him on, asking with a soft | 
Lydia-Languish air, whether he could still | 
love me, should any mischance deprive me of | 


ardent in his vows of unchangeable love. 


my fortune? O whata question! 


. . . . . . | 
imagine no happier lot than to live with me in- 
a cottage upon dry bread, and love, sighs and | 


roses. I professed my satisfaction, and, | 


congratulating him on such a brilliant oppor- 
S s PI 


tunity of proving his disinterestedness, related | 


| 
what had occurred. To me it was most! 


amusing to witness, first’ his increduality, | 





then his blank dismay, and lastly, his languid 


professions of constancy, ludicrously mingled | 


with stammering complaints of his own em-| 


barrassed circumstauces, which would prevent 


dis obeying the dictates of atiection by urging 


his immediate union. A short postponement 


At last, 


raising his looks to mine, he met my mocking 


would now be necessarv, &c. Ke. 


and derisive smile, and saw the joy that 


danced ln my eyes, 
to 


He thereupon thought 
proper discover that I had never loved 
hin, aud found it convenient to be mightily 
I nodded 


‘ | 
ana 


indiznant thereat. assent to his 


sapient conjecture, drawing my harp 


towards me, sang with mock pathos the first 
line of * For the lack of gold he’s left me O!’ 


Though a release from our engagcment was 


now desirable to him, he was deeply mortified 


at the menner of it; and making me a sulky 
bow, he departed, while [ tilled forth in 
merrier measure, 


O' ladies beware ofa false young knight 


W lio loves and whe rides away 


S. ended Lord E—'s everlastin 


| 
My brother's return, and Lord ER—'s 


const jit 


the world; and a dan iliness with 


eerous 
which I was at this time seized, was generally 
ascribed to these Causes. 
my thoughts. 
on my deliverance from the danger of mar- 


ing ® Man so worthless as Lord k-——had 


proved ; and, though the means ef benificence 


aud enjoyment were diminished, FE looked to! 


a more happy and useful life than IT had 


hitherto Jed. Thad, too, proud resolves of 
van juishing my predilection for Trevor; buta 
passion based upon virtue is so indestructible, 
aud the youthful heart clings with such a fond 
tenacity even to its defeated hopes, that I 
eould not forego the desire of earning at 
least his society and friendship. Tecould not 
conceal from myself that his 
would be me 


undiviled homage of a hundred hearts. 


passiontess 
the 
He 


hed been in Devonshire during my illness, but 
=) . ’ 


esteem dearer to than 


He could |, 


constancy. | 


at desertion, were soon known to) 


But far other were 


J looked back with thankfulness | 


returned before [ had recovered. My sup- 


posed misfortunes were a sufficient passport) 


his kindness; and he who had been 
and distant in the days of my, 
prosperity, was all assiduity m the season of 


Every day 


to 
reserved 


sickness and reverse of fortune. 


during my convalescence he made me a long 





visit, and every day augmented my delight in 
His 


visits were those of a Christian pastor, and in 


his society and unrivaled Conversation. 


that paternal character, he one day expressed 
his approbation of the cheerful fortitude with 
which Thad sustained such trying misfortunes. 
I could not bear that he should think [I ever 
loved Lord E—, (for T saw that it was to 
him he chiefly alluded,) and T impetuous 
protested that I had ever been indifferent to 


him, and considered my release a blessing. | 
This avowal seemed to establish a more | 
intimate friendship and confidence between 
us, in the course of which I learned that it 
was Trevor's brother, (a Devonshire country 
gentleman,) and not himself who was engaged 
to Miss, the lady whom [ had seen with 


him at the concert. 





Trevor's visits, which had commenced in | 
compassionate kindness towards me, were 


now continued for his own eratiiication : and | 


before one brief and happy month had passed 


away, Thad won the first love of his warm 
and holy heart, and knew myself his chosen 
one, his companion through tine and through 
The long-soucht was found—the 

' 


lonc-loved was my lover! 


eternity, 
In ck seribing the 
origin and progress of his regard, "Trevor 


} 


itt ince 


adimitted that his former intentional avoi 
ofmy soci tv was the resultofa prepo <SOSS1ON 
which he feared to indulge, partly from a 
beliefin the report of my engagement to Lord 


iE—, but chiefly from an opinion that mis 


education and habits must have rendered my 


character uncongenial to his. [too had my 
confidings to make; but though shed blissfiy 
tears on the bosom of my dear confessor, 
ity, I 


did not acknowledge that my affection had 


when owning my past errors and frivol 


preceded his own, and I was many months 
his wedded wife before he learnt to cuess how 
long and hopelessly he had been loved, 

How little do we know of each other's jovs 
When, on the first Sunday 


or sorrows! 


after my recovery, | sat in ny accustomed 
place in church, there was pot perhaps one of 
my acquaintance who did not consider me an 
object of compassion. They dil not know 
the bright reversal of my doom; they could 
not believe that I was the happiest creature 
who trod the earth, nor imagine the overswel- 
ling tenderness with which I listened to the 
eloquent preacher, and turned from him to 
look upon my wan and wasted hand, where 
sparkled the ring of our betrothment, as ifto 
assure my throbbing heart that happiness so 
perfect was not a dreau. 


inns he took up one o 


cing 


Since then years have passed, many and 
full of blessings. The inheritance whose 
timely loss gained me my precious husband, 
has reverted to our duteous children, who 
know how to use it better than did their 
mother in her days of thoughtlessness and 
pride. They exemplify the good parent's 
blessed power to make his children virtuous 
as himself; and when I sece them, in turn, 
exerting a similar power, and remember that 
all that they or I possess of goodness, we owe 
to the influence of one true Christian, T am 
filled with a sublime sense of the value and 
exalted dignity of virtue, 

My Stephen’s hairs are white, but his heart 
chill. 


ever, the faded face that now, as in its day of 


has known no He loves, fondly as 
bloom, still turns to him for guidance or 
approval, and I—eteruity could not wear out 
my love for him! 


From the Cincinnati Mirror 
Hktgin Visrson. 
BY MRS. JULIA L,. 


How 
The workings of the mind? whose hidden springs 


DUMONT, 


may Wwe mensure 


Whose lights and shades, toget! 


er strangely wrought 
And oftentimes from passing 


cumstances 
Gathering alternate rule,—man may not trace 

‘Westerns Tares! repeated a traveler to 
his companion, as entering one of our viliage 
f our native legends 
"Tis a pity you western folks have become 
l. It western literature 
led 


aid ol 


so deucedly section 
is to have no broader field than that affors 
by western history, it will need the 

Your erhay 
something of inspiration in’ the 


gloom and voiceless whi 


puffing. poets, | is, may find 
shadowy 
perimgs of your old 
forests; but the novelist, whose materials are 
to life, 


He must be sa 


be drawn from should have othe 


7 


eround, posed in getting 


up a seene among your backwoodsimen. 


Events that control th pulses must be some- 


what rare among a people of their simple 


pursuits, and perfect equality of condition. 


No grandeur in ruins, no classic associations, 
and no gorgeous pageants. Halfsavage habits, 
and rugged and monotonous adventures, are 
the materials, with which he is to work a spell 
that shall chain all the faculties of soul and 
mind,’ 

‘Are there then no scenes,’ rejoined the 
other traveler, ‘to stir our hearts but those 
attended by pomp, pride and cireumstance 7’ 
No source of excitement but the clitter that 
arrests the imagination? Is there not always 
in human character a power, a mystery evin- 
and under all 


itself in all conditions 


icircumstanees, sufficient to awaken interest: 


Are there not high and boly laws controlling 
human souls, to which all the refinements of 
life give no additional strength from which, 
independently of great events, there spring 


many @ poy and sorrow, many a sentiment of 
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moral elevation to call forth sympathy and to! 
engage our feelings ? Believe me, Sir Knight} 
of the Classic school, those, to whom deeds | 


developing character in its own free strength, 
unshackled and unweakened by the artificial 
restraints of what is termed polished life, | 
alford matter of thought deeper than mere | 


° . : | 
pageantry can awaken, will find in the dull 


history of the West an interest quite as 





absorbing as that presented by a foreign and) 
more brilliant arena. You are aware that 1) 
was one among our early adventurers, and | 
amid the frequent struggles of which T was au 
sharer [ witnessed many ascene, ‘There was'|| 
one at this moment rose vividly to my recol- || 
lection, though more than forty years have| 
swept over its traces. The story in itself is 
a simple one, but still a powerful lustretion | 
of the * marvels’ with which our nature) 
abounds; and, as from the mustering of | 
clouds yonder, we are likely to be weather-| 


bound some hours—a situation of all things | 





favorable to a story teller—if you promise me 
a patient listening—so you are all attention || 
Well, 1 will vo Ob. | 

‘PT was a sick man in the depths ofa deep, | 
uitrodden, tlimitable wilderness, A fever 
had arrested me, while accompanying a party | 


of hardier foresters in exploring its recesses, || 
taming my spirit of adventure most pitiably. | 
Sm 


They were fain to leave me for some time at 


the cabin of a pioneer, whose name was Adam) 
trowning, ‘There was nothing in the character 
of this voung man to distinguish him, perhaps, | 
from the greater part of those who, in the | 
season of peril when the whole boundless || 
West was one tield of dk adly strife, had built} 
their domestic fires amid its forests ; yet || 
there was much about him and his little family | 
to interest all our better feelings. ‘That 
honest pride, which scorns to yield the | 
deference that wealth in all clanes alike still | 
claims fromthe poor,—that guiltless ambition, 
which aspires tothe dominion of one fair spot | 
of earth from which industry may reap a! 
competence, bad brought him an emigrant 
rom the interior. Without the peculiar 
tastes, or distinctive manner of the simple |) 
though warlike borderer, yet by nature vifted | 
with a spirit of manly daring—a chivalrous 
ontempt of personal considerations, and an 
instinctive facility of overcoming difficulty, he 
possessed all the nobler characteristics of the 
native back-woodsiman. His young wife,’ 
whom he had led aluost from the altar to his | 
home in the wilderness, was one of those | 
around whom hangs the perpetual charm of a) 
fresh and buoyant spirit, with the kind of} 
beauty that breathes like forest roses of the 
rich springtide ; a complexion of soft bright- | 
ness; a form, full, symmetrical and elastic ; 


a step, that, as she moved through the house- 





bold, told volumes of health and happiness, 
snd an eye of clear, dark blue, beaming on all | 


| which the hearts of wnen, of soldiers, were at 


with kindness, but kindling, as it turned upon | 


her husband or her child, with that intensity 
of devotedness which could alone have nerved 


her to become a willing sharer of dangers by 





times wildly shaken. 


‘One could scarcely contemplate such a 
family with feelings of a common-place tone. 


Such young adventurers in so hazardous a 
field of enterprize, domiciled amid a solitude || 


so vast, so fearful, severed utterly from the 


world of gaiety and social privilege, and yet 
so happy. A world themselves, each to the 
other, and borne on, joyful and unwearied, by 
the impulses ofan exhaustless nature. Their) 
child too—one of those bright and beautiful 





things from whom the painter so naturally 
draws his beau-ideal of a cherub—a chubby 


golden headed boy, scarcely two years old, | 
full of happy trust, and glee, and frolic,—to 
whom life itself, as it throbbed rich and |! 
healthfully through his voung frame, was a 


aladness and a glory, As if to throw his own 


extreme loveliness into a stronger light, the | 


urchin was forever at the side ofone, to whoimn | 


nature had been aniggard of her most Common 


jvifts. "This was alad called Hugh Mason ; 


slightly deformed, and possessing a manner | 
as repulsive as his aspect; who, an orphai 
from his birth, had grown up a sort of pen- | 
sioner upon the charity of the neighborhood, 
where our emigrants had also been reared. | 
Upon their marriage and subsequent removal, 
he had from his own earnest entreaty been 
permitted to accompany them, and was still, | 


from motives of compassion, retained in their 


| family. With a frame, which, however illy | 


formed, was endowed with singular streneth, 
he might have been no inconusiderable auxiliary 
in the household of a forester: but that, 
either trom a constitutional waywardness, or 
a strange faculty of ingenious blunders, be 
perpetually perverted every purpose in which 
he was emploved. Nor did the reproofs 
which this indomitable dulluess not unfre- 
quently estorted from the active and efficient 


srowning, elicit from him either the slightest 


attemptat exculpation, promise ofamendment, 
or expression of emotion of any kind whatever. | 
He seemed a moody, uncomeatable being, | 
whom no one could regard with other senti-| 
ment than aversion; yet the litthe Edward | 
hung around him, evidently with the most 
trusting fondness; and the manner of Mrs. | 
Browning towards him—invariably interpo- | 
sing to soften the displeasure of her husband | 
—bespoke almost maternal kindness. “ It is} 
not sullenness, ” she would say, in extenuation | 
of his perverse silence, and with an earnest-| 
ness of defence that always called forth an 
affectionate though incredulous smile—* jt is 
not sullenness. I know him so well, for he 


was often sheltered in his infaney under my 


father’s roof, and though seldom welcomed 


by any one, vet there were times when, among 
those of his own age, poor Hugh was 


considered as an equal; and from many a 


circumstance I can now call to memory, 1 
well know that had he the words he would 
wladly excuse himself from your displeasure .” 

‘At the time of my sojourn with this 
interesting family, a treaty with the savages 
had given temporary safety to the tenants of 
the frontier cabin; but it was for a brie 
season. Hostilities were renewed with yet 
more determined purpose. The sternest 


borderer trembled for the safety of the fechle 
ones, who looked to him for protection; and 
' 


when some months after, circwnstances 
brought me to one of the rude forts then 
seattered through the wilderness, Adam 
Browning was among those who had sought 
safety for his family within its walls. In those 
days men met upon this side of the mountains 
as comrades meet upon the battle field ; and 
when Browning came forward to meet me, | 
recognized him with a rush of pleasure. Pur 
though he wore his wonted smile of mauly 
kindness, there was a shade upon his broad 
open brow, that had gathered there since } 
last saw him: and even the tones of his clear 
voice, that had formerly come so cheerily on 
my ear, now bore with them an undefinalle 
chord of sadness. ITfollowed him to his room 
plac 

inquiry that rose to my lips for his family. 


iv silence, suppressing even the common- 


A female form was seated at and gazing 
vacantly from a window, but it bore litt!+ 
resemblance to the wife of inv friend. Hes 
whole attitude was that of perfect self-aban- 
donment, Some work was Iving at her feet, 
that had obviously fallen from her hands, and 
her long dark hair hune in disordered masses 
over her shoulders. ** Marian,” at last said 
her husband, in an accent of tenderness: and 
she turned towards us. It was indeed he 


but good heaven! 


till then, I knew not what 
changes might be wroucht in the Inunan 
countenance by expression, Her’s Was 
altogether and mournfully changed, Her 
freshness, the smile, the glad intelligence, 
were all gone and even the light that still 
vleamed from her sunken eye, was that wild, 
unsettled brightness which tells of the soul's 
quenchless and passionate yearning refusing 
to yield to the conviction of despair. My 
friend made an effort for general remark: but 
there were hnages pressing upon the mind of 
his unhappy waite, that rendered her unable to 
endure it. And, in a moment, and almost 
gasping for breath, she abruptly left us. J 
had looked around the apartment Vainly for 
my quondam playmate, and now eagerly 
exclaimed, ** Tell me what blow has fallen 
upon yourself and your Marian, that you are 
thus changed, Have you lost your sweet 
hoy F or’ 


* We have indeed lost him,” was the low and 





a at 





———- = 
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forced reply; ** but we have not laid him in}|the unconscious Edward, caught his eye. 
| 
| 


the safe and quiet grave. We might then still 


rejoice over him in hope and trust; but 


Edward is either a captive in the power of the | strength was altogether exhausted. 


merciless savage, or his mangled corse lies 
bleaching in the storms of heaven.” The 


image was too dreadful a one even for the 


father, and Adam Browning wept—bitterly 
wept. By degrees, however, he became 
sufficiently calm to detail the circumstances. 

‘Danger in becoming familiar loses its 
terrors; and they who had sought the pro- 
tection of a fortress, soon ventured forth to 


their fields and in pursuit of the chase with 


Hugh Mason was 
His 


peculiar condition had led him to brave the 


had been a mere bugbear. 
constitutionally any thing but a hero, 


terrors of the west, but the slightest alarm was 


| 


Instinetively flying in an opposite direction, 
he only paused to hide himself, when his 


**God be 


‘ , ‘ 
praised” added the father, with that energy 


which deep feeling gives alike to all classes, 
** God be forever praised, that in the storm of 











om 
iplexion. A little apart from the group, stood 
‘alad, whom I at once recognized as Hugh 
‘Mason. Between every feat of dexterity, the 
‘little urchin took his place at his side appa- 
rently asa starting post. It was a scene that 
needed no explanation—it was the child of 


Adam Browning, The merry laugh, the 


that moment he stayed my hand from violence, broad, white brow, the rich golden curls 


There was a dreadful madness upon me, but| though slightly matted, were the same, 


it passed with a thought; and I turned from | 
the wretched boy, whose life I had lifted my 


hand to sacrifice, to pray. My poor Marian! 


As 
Hugh Mason stood watching his every motion 
regardless of all else around him, [ thought 
for the first time | could trace in his harsh 


‘ i , Ss e 
}—but vou have seen her! Edward, alas !|) features an expression of intense fondness, 
| Edward is not all I have lost.” 


as little fear as if the name of their savage foe | 


jat this 


sufficient to blanch his brown cheek, and to 


agitate his whole countenance, though usually 
as imperturbable as bronze. Yet even he, 


weary of confinement gradually threw off his 


jever an 


fears, and notwithstanding it was a general | 


law, that no one should venture alone beyond 
the 


occasionally stole forth to the forest. 


iminediate precincts of the garrison, 


‘It was one cf those bright bland days of 


that invest a forest with 


such exceeding beauty. 


Antumn scene 
The vellow sunlight 
streamed through the branches of the immense 
wood, touching with deeper glory its own 
The rich red berry, 


glittering like jewelry on its thousand stems, 


gorgeous coloring. 
had taken place of the Suinmer flower, and 
with every breeze, that shook the crimson 
and yellow leaves, the brown nut was dropping 
with a stealthy sound in the valley, Such a 
day is the festival of forest children; and 
Hugh Mason could not resist its influence. 
Towards evening it was found that he had been 
absent for some hours from the garrison, but 
not alone. Litthe Edward was also missing: 
and it was evident the perverse Hugh had 
taken the child with him. A general alarm 
prevailed. A spy who had just come in had 
discovered traces of lurking savages ; and a 
party of hunters, who arrived soon after, had 
heard within a mile of the garrison the shrick 
of a child, that seemed immediately to die 
away in distance. 

‘A party, with the distracted father at their 
head, started instantly in pursuit of the 
fugitives. Hugh Mason was soon after found, 
concealed in a thicket of underwood, and 
apparently stupified with terror. But he was 
alone! No trace of the 
Edward was to be found, except a fragment 


now unfortunate 
of his clothes attached to the brush-wood, It 
was at last gathered from the boy that he had 


left him for some minutes to gather some fruit 


that hung from a cliff near him, and while | their utmost tension, in the strife of society, | 


thus engaged, the dark form of an Indian 


| 


} teers, 


‘ 


had 
the 


time 


determined us to carry 


retribution to town of 


| 
principal our | 
treacherous enemy, anda volunteer party was | 


Adam 


vented by astow fever from accompanying Us ; 


‘ 


soon organized. srowHIng Was pre- 


but the deformed Tluch, who, now more than 
object of bare endurance, moved 
about absolutely alone amid all who might 
surround him, was one of our earliest volun- 
During our march he moved on, the 
same thin 


© ofmere animal existence: holding 
communication with po one, and manifesting 
We 


and an 


Ho symptom ither of thought or feeling. 


at last reached the Indian town, 


Cneacement at once followed : at its very 


; Commencement, what was my surprise at 


ivield himself by 


beholding Tlueh Mason, whose face, T had 


moment 


before noted was with a 


deadly paleness, break suddenly from the 


cove red 


ranks, and running amid a shows r ot bullets 


towards the enemy, throw down his gun and 


eeStUreSs a prison r. Tsaw 
' 


no more of him. Night gathered around us 


soon atter suspen ling further contlic t; morn- 
ne only revealing the flight of the savages, 


we returned with no other laurels than those 


cathered from burning the rude cabins of 


immediate connection with my story. 


\foremost in their merriment. It was a fair) 


their village, 


‘T pass over circumstances that have no 


It is) 


lenouch, that a few months after, [ was mvse It 


a prisoner among them at an another of their | 
towns ¢ 
suffering, while the important question was |) 
pending among their elders of my sacrifice or || 
and as I|| 
was led forth to submit to its various cere-| 


adoption. The latter prevailed ; 


children, who, | 
beach, were throwing their dusky and flexile|, 
forms into every fantastic attitude. But the|| 

1} 
over them was the next moment fixed by one|| 
of their number, who seemed among the}, 
boy, whose chubby limbs though stretched to|| 


attested him of another race, almost as! 


ry’ e . . - 
Phe arrival of a strong accession of men || 


; lying bound and exhausted with || 


of cool determination. 
| 


sand even pleasure. 

‘Months passed away, and still IT was a 
captive; but during that time IT learned to 
look upon the contemned and unfortunate 
Hugh with a sentiment almost amounting to 
reverence, Tle had evidently but one aim or 


object in existence. His every thought and 


| . 
action were governed by the one sole purpose 


of watching over—every faculty of his mind 
was brought into requisition to promote the 
comfort of the little captive, There 
withering, extreme 
The fields of the Indian had been 
swept by the brand of war, and the season of 
the hunt had gone by. Ha! 


Was 
famine among us—pale, 


famine, 


what a recollee- 
tion, even now, after a space of long, long years 
curdling my blood! Let not man, proud man 
in the strength of fulness, presume to measure 
the fierce agonies of him that is fumishinge. 
Yet even then—then, when the mother looked 
grudgingly at the morsel her babe swallowed, 


lid Tluch Mason, 


purpose that seemed to require no effort, 


with a calm system of 


still lay by a portion of the putrid pittance at 


times meted out to us to add to 


that of 
Edward, But this season of tremendous trial 
was at last terminated. Our hunters again 
came in from the forest laden with spoil. A 
party prepared to carry their furs to Detroit : 
and Lat last obtained permission to accompany 
On of my departure I 


inquired of Hugh ithe did not want to « scape, 


them. the eve 
‘You are no longer watched with vigilance,” 
I said—** you have become a tolerable woods- 
man—you are swift on foot, and might easily 
when out upon a hunt strike along course.” 
As I spoke, the dull grey eye of my auditor 
was lifted slowly to mine with an expression 
* HuchMason,” he 
replied, ** came not here a volunteer prisoner 
to return alone. ‘There is another here who 
has left a dark place in a cabin where sorrow 
was a strange thing, and there may come a 
to day. And any how,” he continued, as he 
threw an bnnmenpse toad with which he had 
been charged, over his misshapen shoulders 
as easy as if it had been a bundle of faggots ; 
“any how, it is some years since Hugh Mason 


staggered underasmal! burden.” And surely, 


° 9 . . “|| . . e ° ° ‘ | . 
gliding through the trees within two steps of || distinctly as did his bright and glowing com-|/thought I, as he turned from me, God will 
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favor his purpose,—for I now distinctly 
























understood it, and the thought cheered me, 
as I bade him and the litthe Edward farewell. 

* Arrived at Detroit, my ransom was soon 
effected ; and once more I was weuding my 
way through Western forests, Anxious to 
impart tidings, which [ trusted would give a 
gleam of hope to the hearts of the bereaved 
parents, I went directly to the fort where they 
were stillimmured. Little change had taken 
place during my absence. Time had but 
give a more settled character to their 
sorrows, and I felt that the tones of my own 
voice, rendered cheerful as they were by the 
consciousness of bringing comfort, sounded 
with a startling discordance in that house of 
mourning. But T hastened to communicate 
vv littl tale; and the agitated father, to 
whom alone I dared utter it, ventured at 
lepeth to draw his Marian towards him and to 
whisper, that their child yet lived, and might 
itsome future time be restored to them. <A 
loud ery of feeling—feeling whose very 


jutenseness Was agony, rose up from thi 





| 


san item of that business which fell to my lot }| 


(as junior partner though by no means 
| d : 


} 


COMMUNICATIONS. 





DC eo ee 
For the Rural Repository. | 
A Professional Adventure. 
* An, little think the gay licentious proud, 
Whom pleasure, power and affiuence surround ; 





Ali, little think they, as they dance along, 
How many shrink into the sordid hut 


Of cheerless poverty.’ THOMSON. 





I do not know that I ever felt the full! 


severity of my professional duties till in the) 
fall of 16—, At that time I was despatched || 





by my partner to the village of C 


vattend a Sheriif’s sale. This expedition was | 
} 


] 
agreeably to my feelings. ‘There was son 


‘thing in the present case to excite more than 


ordinary sympathy; for the individual most | 
concerned, was a member of a distinguished | 


and wealthy family, who had long lived among 


the sober people ot New England with | 


mother’s soul, and then a burst of tears, | 


verwhelming, passionate tears shook her | 


now sickly frame almost to dissolution, At 
last exhausted with emotion she lay pale and 


death-like on the bosom of her husband. 


‘It was a stormy evening in November. | 


The wind came with a moaning sound from 


the forest, and the sleet was beating heavily | 


mn othe roof. Amid that stilluess, which, 
immediately sueceeding the wild burst. of 
enzied excitement, falls upon us with an 
ppalling deadness, a bustle at the gate, which 


had been some tine ¢ lose dl, drew my attention. 


strange and uncouth figure, bearing some 


lers, rushed 


burden on bis half naked shoul 
wildly into the room, and placing it at the 
feet of Mrs. Browning, with an hysterical 


langh be fell senseless on the floor. 


‘ But.’ said the traveler, as he reached this 





part of lis tale, * the clouds IT see are breaking 
wavy. TD have little more to add. Hugh 
Mason, though spent with the superhuman 
efforts by which he had accomplished a fight 
f peril and unnatural sufferings, was soon 
recovered; and some years after, when the 
war ) ith of the savage was crown over with 
lossom and verdure, the unusual strength 
which had stood hin in such good stead, was 
certed in removing the heavy covering of 
trees from the rich acres, which Adam 
Browning assigned him from his own broad 
main, while BRdward——_— but you are 
iting, and a long path is before us.’ 

; ——— 
Coxvensation.—There is no engine by 
ich we might do so much good, nor any by 

shich we really do so little, as by conversation, 
There is not much enjoyment i conversation, 


it an equality of understanding. 





It was followed by a murmur of voices. A} 


something like baronial splendor,  Unac- 


hqualnted w ith any kind of business—a mere | 


lhinan of pleasure—he had lived on in beedless 


prodigality, and sponged by every knave 


around him, till his uncounted wealth, supplied 
us if Was with numerous rents and Interest 
payments, began to grow too scanty for his 
idisbursements ; and then farms, bonds and 
notes were sold with as litthe consideration, 
as that which prompted the man in the fabl 
to kill the goose that laid eolden eggs—or 
which should induce a farmer to cut down 
one of lis trees in order to win a more than 
usually plenteous harvest. ‘ihese resources 
also had an end and the man who had 
scattered his money about hin wherever 


there wes need, and shared the bounty of his 


luxurious table with the humblest of his 
neighbors, suddenly found that he had sowed 
his seed on barren ground; that litth 
command indeed could he obtain over the 


purses of others who had showed so litth 


prudence in the management of his own. In} 


fine Squire Ds _ elegant mansion an 
furniture were sold and he was forced to 
‘retire to a small dwelling in the town of 
C—_— where as he carried with him some 
| articl s that were * liable’ the harpies of the 
jlaw, as we unfortunate attornies are called, 
istill followed him. Thad forgottente mention 
fone of the latest and most severe of poor 
B——"s misfortunes, His only son for 


Iw~hom he had always showed a= childish 


fondness. and to establish whom at the South, | 


the had deeply involved himself, failed, and 


ithe broken reed on which the old man had 


| | 


leant in his distress—pierced him to the heart. 
| Let the reader but consider these facts and 
he will enter into my melancholy, humiliating 
feelings as Trode with the Sherif towards the 
I lett that 


I oftic er however before we rea hed the pl wee, 


residence of the devoted family. 
| 


ind went up alone to the mansion as it wanted 


| 
to | 


SRS EES 





yetanhourtothetime of sale. PoorB 
was the very picture of despair—he had no 
life—no energy—no hope. He said nothing, 





but the voice of his countenance was ‘ I 
cannot dig, to beg Iam ashamed,’ If there 
was any thing in his looks which these words 


do not express it was the sullen apathy, in 


which, conscious or at least persuaded of his 
own tiability to relieve himself or family, he 
had hopelessly wrapped himself—My inter- 
view with the head of the household had 
prepared me for much misery but I had not 
anticipated half. This hapless family whose 
board in time of prosperity would have 
satisfied the Epicurean Lucullus—lived now 
pon charity; not such charity as * blesses 
him who gives and him who takes,’ but vulgar, 
sordid charity—and that scanty too. As I 


live, I believe the herring that lay upon the 


‘coals was the last food they had. The locks 


and actions of the desponding throng of 
children—the pale, heart-broken look of the 
mother all told meso; and as the conviction 
pierced my soul IT could not help but weep. 
My tears burst forth without comrol. But 
I blest every tear I shed, for I saw that it was 
an eloquence most overwhelining with these 
afilicted ones ; they loved me for each one of 
them, and God grant that my reader may feel 
often as T felt then. Why linger on the 
| aiful recital? IT did what ny fee lings 
prompted me to do. I relieved effectually 
the hapless family at my own expense and 
responsibility and [never regretted that I did 
so. The children have long since come upon 
the stave of life as some of its brightest 
ornaments. Thev have lived to enjoy creater 
prosperity than ever fell to the lot of their 
benefactor. But they never forget the deed 
which gave me a right to asstume that title. 


They never were ashamed to relate it, nor will 


they now blush to hearitrecounted. E.M. J, 
Forthe Rural Repository 
Mr. Eprror, 
| Ifavine seenin your paper some remarks 


| derogatory to my reputation as a tobseco 
constuner and peaceable individual, I desire 
you to insert this explanation of what you 
have been please d to assert. You CXpress a 
wish that * Dr. Ignatius Laneworthy jay 


forever hereafter smoke his pipe in peace,’ 


, 


jthereby insinuating that I smoke pipes, and 


am habitually a quarrelsome person. 


Now, sir, I insist upon it that the first of 
these insinu itions Is altocether unwarranted 
by fact. Pipes are my aversion. And they 


have been so ever since my younger davs 


iwhen Samuel Cynic contrived to load one fo; 
hme with powder covered by a slight wadding 
of tobacco, which had nearly destroyed my 
eve sight in its explosion. I have alwave 
since entertained a decided dislike to mashed 
hatteries, 


——_ 
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The only oceasion when [I have indulged | bright but troubled eye, scanned the air with 
Suddenly a light 
My friends Cynic and Silverquill were | like the sun flashed out from the Heavens, 
engaged in a game of chess, and Twas looking) and Faith and Hope hailed with exulting 


this practice of late years was a short time ardent but varving glances, 


since, 


i 
on, an interested spectator, when in popped | songs the ascending Star of Bethlehem. 
# gentlemen whose society is at no time very Years rolled away and a stranger was seen 


pleasing to our trio, This person I had met) in Jerusalem, He was a meek, and unassu- 
in foreign parts, in the capacity of Peter!) ming man, whose happiness seemed to consist 
Sinith, Physiognomy Scraper, or, as the} in acts of benevolence to the human race. 
vulgar have it, Barber and Hair Cutter. My) There were deep traces of sorrow on his 
astonishment of course was great, when, upon | countenance, though none knew why he 
my arrival in this City, I was introduced to) grieved, for he lived in the practice of every 


Captain —— of the Royal Army, and) virtue, and was loved by all the wise and good. 


recognized in him my quondam acquaintance, 
Peter Smith. 
Captain, was very disagreeable in his repeated 
intrusions upon our socicty, and at the time 


alluded to, ways and means were devised to| 


rid ourselves of his presence. 
disliked the fragrance of tobacco, we, each of | 
us, incontinently seized a pipe, whereupon, 
our British friend retreated faster than his 
countrymen did at the battle of New Orleans. 
The hint was taken from Col, Crockett’s 
manner of smoking out ap Opossum, to which. 
animal the valiant Captain bears avery 
striking resemblance, | 

Omitting for the present any answer to your 
charge that Lam a quarrelsome person, 

I remain your most obedient Servant, 

lonatrivs LanGworrtuy. 





For the Rural Repository. 

An Allegory. 

Iv was night. Jerusalem slept as quietly 
amid her hiils as a child upon the breast of 
itsmother. The noiseless sentine! stood like 
astatue at his post, and the philosopher's light 
burned dimly in the recesses of his chamber. | 

But a darker night was abroad upon the 
earth. A moral darkness invelyed the nations 
in its unenlightened shadows. Reason shed 
a faint glimmering over the minds of men, 
like the cold and inefficient shining of a 
distant star. The immortality of man’s 
spiritual nature was unknown, his relations to 
Heaven undiscovered, and his future destiny 
obscured in a cloud of mystery. 

It was at this period that two forms of 
etherial mould hovered above the land of 
God's chosen people. They seemed sister 
angels sent to earth upon some embassy of 
love. 
in the well formed limbs which her snowy 
drapery scarcely concealed, in her erect 


bearing, and steady eye, were exhibited the | 


highest degree of strength and confidence. || 
Her right arm was extended in an impressive }, 

. | 
gesture upward, where night appeared to have | 


placed her darkest pavilion, while on her left, 
reclined her delicate companion, in form and 


countenance the contrast of the other, for | 
she was drooping like the flower 

' a tt | 
unmoistened by refreshing dews, and her/irufile the smoothest temper. 


Ilowever, Peter, alias the| 


Finding he} 


| Closely treasured in the memory. 


The one was of majestic stature, and | 





i] 


when! 


By and by it was rumored that the stranger 
worked miracles, that the blind saw, the dumb 
spake, and the dead leaped to life at his touch; 
that when he commanded, the ocean mod- 
erated its chafing tide, and the very thunders 
articulated, he is the Son of God. Envy 
assailed him with the charge of sorcery, and 
the voice of impious judges condemned him 
unto death, Slowly and thickly guarded, he 
ascended the hill of Calvary, A heavy cross 
benthim tothe earth. But Faith leaned upon 
his arm, and ILope, dipping her pinions in his 
blood. mounted to the skies, 


Ana Bt*****, 





MEU SC wb bay Ye 





_ ——aee 
beseech, with unremitting vigilance, your 
passions—controlled, they are the genial heat 
that warms us along the way of life, ungov- 
Let you 


strife be one of respectful attentions, and 


erned, they are consuming fires, 
conciliatory conduct. Cultivate with care the 
kind and gentle atiections of the heart—plant 
not, but eradicate, the thorns that grow in 
your partner’s path; above all let no feelings 
of revenge ever find harbor in your breast ; 
let the sun never go down upon your anger. 
A kind word—an obliging action—if it be a 
matter of trifling concern, and trifles are thie 
things that generally are permitted to occupy 
the mind more than things of greater concern, 
has a power superior to the harp of David in 
calming the billows of the soul. 

Revenge is incompatible with happiness 
and religion. Let hin whose heart, is black 
with malice and studious of revenge, walk in 


the fields while clad iu verdure, and adorned 





with flowers; to his eye there is no beauty, 
Dark us his 


soul, nature is robed in the deepest sable— 


ithe flowers exhale no fragrance. 





(The smile of beauty lights not up his bosom 
pwith joyv——but the furies of hell rage in his 
breast and render him as miserable as. i 
jeould wish the object of bis hate, 

But let him lay his hand on bis heart and 


lsay, * Revenze, I cast thee trom me—Father, 





THe subjoined beautiful extract, is from the pen of | 


Charles Miner, formerly and until recently, the editor of 
the Westchester, (Penn.) ‘Village Record.’ The reader 


may have seen it, but it cannot be too often read, or too 


Eicvenge. 

‘Parveen rorauk tHeEM.’—Go proud infidel | 
—search the ponderous tomes of heathen! 
learning—explore the works of Confucius— | 
examine the precepts of Seneca, and the | 
writings of Socrates—colleect all the excel- | 
lencies of the ancient and modern morulists, | 
and point to a sentence equal to this simple | 
praverofour Saviour. Reviled and insulted— 
suffering the erossest jndicnities—crowned 


with thorns and led away to die! 


no annihi- 
lating curse breaks from histortured breast.— 
Sweet and placid as the aspirations of a 
mother for her nursling, ascends the prayer 
for merey on his enemics. * Father, forgive 
them.” Oh! it is worthy of its origin, and 
stamps with the brightest seal of truth that his 
mission was from heaven, 

Acquaintances have you quarreled ? Friends 
have you differed? If Ile, who was pure 
and perfect, forgave his bitterest enemies, do 
vou well to cherish vour anger ? 

Brothers, to vou the precept is imperative ! 


You shall 


seventy times seven. 


forgive—not seven times, but 


Husbands and wives, vou have no right to 
expect perfection in each other, To err is 
the lot of humanity. Illness will render you 
sometimes 


petulent, and disappointments 


lurgive me, as | forgive mine enemies’—and 


assume a new and 
Then, 


verdant and the flowers fragrant—then is thie 


nature will deholittul 


garpiture, indeed, are the meads 
music of the groves delicltial to the ear, and 


the smile of virtuous beauty lovely to the soul 





A Goop Hir.—Some 


conversation — the 


persons being in 


other day on religious 
subjects, one of them remarked that a certain 
clergyman, who had long been the shepherd 
of a flock, had become su havahty that he did 
| not know some of the members of his own 
jchurch, because they happened to be poor. 
| Another observed that, *he must be a singular 
i shepherd not to know the sheep, of his own 
flock.” A little girl 


wi 


about 8 years old, 
10 Was present, busy at her play, replied. 
‘Mamma he ought to do as erand pa’ used to 
ido with his sheep—paint their noses.’ Port- 
‘lund Courier. 





To complain tha life has no joys while 
j there is a single creature whom we can relieve 
iby our bounty, assist by our councils, or 
enliven by our presence, is to lament the loss 
jof that which we possess, and is just as 
‘rational as to die of thirst with the « up in ow 
| hands. 

Litt.e evil is said of aman who has tew 
or no pretensions to be praised: the reason 


iis, that revenge is scarce ever leycled but 





Guard, I 


‘against superiority of merit 
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_ — 
SmoKkine.—* What harm is there in smoking 
said young Putiwell. * None, that 
1 know of,’ replied his companion, * except 


a pipe 2 


that smoking induces drinking, drinking in- 
duces intoxication, intoxication induces the 
bile, bile induces the jaundice, jaundice leads 
to dropsy, dropsy terminates in death. Put 
that into a bottle and sinoke it.’ 








Che Au ra [Rep ost tor ». ; 


SATURDAY, DECEMBER 21, 1833. 

Winrer.—We have not dared to venture a remark on 
the Weather, it having been for several months past 
comewhat dificult to ascertain from it to which of the 
seasons it belonged. We have had Winter weather in 
Summer, and Summer in Winter. Now, the day opens 
with the chilling wind of the North and shines upon the 
ahd the sun sets 


trost garnished fields: upon a quiet and 


warm atmosphere. Ayain, the morning is mild and balmy 
is April, and the evening is ushered ia with tempests and 
riin. Presently the snow begins to fall, the hills, the trees, 
ind the valleys are overspread with its shining mantle, 
perhaps an adventirous sicigh is seen ploughing over the 


white fakes and the raud, and we rejoice in anticipation 


wothemerry jingle of bells, the warm bumtale skin, and the 
: | 


vieally moving veliicle, when? aueh! bother the air 


filled with sleet, the snow vanishes from the roads, the 
tds areabruptly diss pated, and the joalous sun re-asserts 
t 


Th er Winter scems tol 


mw lias been inno turry to exhibit lis iron visage, 


lost his linsty mood. At 


i freezing touch: the flowers lave taded, and the purple 


varmnent ofthe forest has b itorn and scattered, the birds 


have departed, and the squirrels laid to thenu Winter store: 
indeed, nature like the eager ec ut his stript herself 
clothing. and p red firt combat, ere the 

evrected enemy midde tits a enrcaner Vohat le has been 
ut, Whether exhausting his strength in trving to keep 

{ i Ross from the capital of lis rman or resting 
fwith the extibitions of his wer he has already 

\ re n erm ! i Wint Lowever, 

with all its horrors, is not sod eal ln realty as in 
ipa ut Necessi th " i Hi thavVe ti bois, has 

el tien into t COULETV Tt at vers Aliscments 
Withtoce ttt “ heir situation, 

Shut up from any ¢ HrnbOn 4 utr i} nature, and 
Kept in a measare within doors y furnishes food for 
itseli, the relations of life are st tiered and the social | 
teclings become more ardent and active Tin cheertal | 
pariy consumes the long evening, and tl more exciting | 

hall disturbs the mialit l 


Wil mien i reve \ Ilark to 
the sound of bells as they ring out eheerily upon the 
stillness of the ais Phe nroon shin brightly apo plains 
f white, the trees look like spectres as they streteh their 
leafless but snow clad branches tot wind, and ouward 
the sleighs dash with their happy burthenus, rousing the 
cottager to view the passing train, and bris 
dogs in anger at the jincling of the bell The ice of the 
river is furrowed bv multitudes of skaters, as they rush in 
every direction, and with mateliiess velocity over its 


Where is there more 


the country, buried and hemmed in as itis by the tyranny 


polished surface tppiness than in 


tf Winter, and distant fromthe amusements ofeities ? The 
Winter evening at a farmer's fireside is not as intolerable 


ismany would suppose. The log burns ruddily inthe wide 


iimnev, and the family are uhered around it. There 


sits the man of fourscore strong in his old age, and like the 


mountain top at sunset, reflecting trom his countenance 
the light of health and ‘ There too is the rolust son, 


wid the happy children, whose apples simmer berore the 


fire, and busy as young squirrels in eracking the In aps of 


nuts whichare piledup betore them. ‘The inspiring though 


Ssmiple beverage Passes round t eirele, elder, © white hi} 


maketh the heart glad.” and is news absent from a 
farmer's board The holidays too, who does not wish 
Winter to come for their sake?) With what a shout of 
delight the enfranchized schoolboy rushes to his home. 


how goodly is the array of pies and cakes which every 





supremacy, spreadiog lieht and heat throughout the sky 





ging out his| 


greetings with which friend hails friend! We of this 
country have additional sources of entertainment. Our 
Congress and Legislatures convene, and in the interesting 
reports of their proceedings, we find much to make time 
pass agreeably. Winter is the proper season for study. 
All lethargy is banished from the frame. The mind 
becomes as clear as the atmosphere about it. Itis also 
favorable to health. Its cold and bracing airs dissipate the 
pestilential iutluences of Summer heat, purity the gross 
system, give appetite to the invalid, and moderate his 
feverish blood. They coolthe hot pulse of sensuality, and 
thus elevate and reiine the moral teelings. The man who 
lives ina region of ice and snow, where the skies above 
him are transparently clear in the freezing temperature, 
and the earth is iron beneath his feet, where the frost 
decorates every Window glass With its tnimic landscapes, 
and the mildest wind reddens the cheek, is a better man 
than when the dews of a warmer season drop upon his 
head, and the voluptuous breezes of & Sununer evening 
fan his brow. 

Deari or ALrrep TayLor.—Altho’ it is not our prov 


ince or liabit to clironicle the passing events of the time, 





we cannot neglect a notice of the death ot the young man 
whose name heads this article. He had been so long known 
among Us as a good citizen, an enterprizing and diligent 
mechanic, a dutiful son, and taithtul husband, that lis 
death by the ordinary course of disease, would have 


occasioned general and sincere sorrow. How greatly this 





has been augmented by the circumstances of lis decease. 


the solemnity which overspread every face, as with adark 
shadow upon the night when he Jost his lite; the Resolu 
tions of all the Fire Companies in this City expressing theit 
condolence with the bereaved relatives and raising funds 
for the support of the widow ; the iminence procession 


Which tollowed lis remains to the grave, will suthieienuthy 





uh awakened uni 





testify. His untimeiy and violent de 
versal sympathy. Struck down in a moment from the 
pinnacle of health and strength to the grave—torn from 
the arms of his Wife at inidnight never lo return save as a 


mangled corpse—what heart but melts tor his fate, and 





What hand opeos not to help the widow and the orpiian 
Whose prop lias been thus torn from them? Apart fron 
the cousiderations which mere humanity. urges, justice 
demands our aid. The fireman who, is found at his post, 
Xe ag hisstrength aud skillt coutl 


is killed in the exercise of bis duty, should have an equa 
claim upon the puble regard and bounty with the soldi 
who perils his lite in the field of battle, and the widow of 


the fireman is as much entitled tothe publie support, asi 


ii the soldier's widow to her pension We were therefor 
| 


j tighily pleased both with the resolutions alluded to, and 
lthe appearance of the Fire Companies with their whit 
s arfs atthe Faueral, and the Church, where the Punera 

Sermou Was delivercd Thev have discharged their duty 

and that, we know they will consider a reward in itselt 

CrristMas.—The merry scgson of Christmas is near at 

| hand—Cliristiias, so full of pleasant associations, presents 
jend pies. As good Cliristians it becomes us all to lal with 

delight, and rationally to enjoy this popular festival, We 
| 


have frequently wondered that all religious denominations 
| 


do not unite in the celebration of iis day. Woe comimeme 


physical bondage and wedo well. But we negleet the return 


|| 
yess the birth day of a Washington, our saviour Tron 


of that anniversary Which conunemorates the advent into 


this degenerate world ofa greater than Washington, of one 


| who accomplished our deliverance from spiritual bondage 


was himself the brightest exemplar ot virtue and selfdenial 


and sealed his holy doctrines and bis blameless lite with the 
costly sacrifice of liis blood. Gratitude should inipel us te 
a different course. ‘The Clirietions shouid be distinguisiied 
by joy on earth, as itis by hallelujahs of thanksg¢iving am 
delight in Heaven. Onthatday all secular business shoul 
, dull care te 
banished, and all mon, of every name, mation, color and 
degree should enter the temples of the living God, and 
praise him for the gift he has bestowed upon us of one, so 


| 
| 
| be intermitted, the hum of trade should ceas 
eo nily holy, so immeculate, so divine, even his own 


} Son. We do not wish to be tedious upon the subject, but 


| Christmas is so endeared to us by the thousand delightful 
recollections with Which itis connected, not to speak ofits 


| holy character, that we become enthusiastic when thinking 


of it. The stirring chime of the bells we heard in our 


whe ‘ ove 1 arm and ¢ . 
Where meets the ey low Wirm and generous are the || boyhood, the green decorations of the chapel, they are stil 


— : ——— a — 
green in Our memory, the touching voice of the preacher, 
the high and solemn pealing of the organ return to us 
again, and we long to live our lives over that we may 
enjoy what we then enjoyed. 





To Correspondents. 


We thank ' L." that + he has done his best’ for us, but 
must decline inserting his favor. 

* Elizabeth’ writes prettily, but her lines resemble too 
closely the effort of another Elizabeth which has excited 
great and just praise, to be free trom the imputation of 
plagiarisio. 

The efforts of * N. B. are reserved for consideration 

‘Serious Thoughts’ is to late for the present number, but 
shall be inserted with pleasure in our next 

We thank * BE. M. L” for bis repeated favors. 

Dr. fynatius Langworthy handed us the conununication 
to which his signeture is attached We take back what 
we said about’ the pipes,’ and beg bis pardon. We were 
glad to sce the Doctor again. He is a venerable looking 
gentleman of the old school, and apparently over fifty yours 
of age. He is welcome to our columns. S. 

The communications of * J. L. J 4D. Bo and * Roger’ 
are marked Pro Flamma. 





Hiudson Forum. 


The following question discussed at the leet meeting 
will be continued tor debate on next Wednesday eve ning 
the 25th inst. at A past GH o'clock. * Are the pripciptes at 
the American Colonization Society more deserving the 
support af the peopie of the United States, than those ot 
the Anti-Slavery Society.’ 


O.P. BALDWIN, Se 





Letters Containing Remittances, 


Received at this Office. er ne Wednesdou lost, deductina 

the amountorTD to paid 

A. F. Bill, Trenton Falls, N.Y. £1,00; C. Vary, Ghen 

VN. ¥. 81.00; L. Proctor, Auburn, N.Y. S1.00° N. Brow 

Ilenrietta, N.Y. 83,00 H. M. Wells, Manehester, Vie 

aio: TC. Sleeper, Mill Port, N.Y. S100. Nod linson, 

Riclmondville, N.Y Su J. dessup, POM. Sebo 

Landing, N.Y. 81.00; C.S. Willard, Catskill, N.Y. & 
D. BE. Tyler, Bern, N. Y. 80,90, 


it k 





SU VWAIDY. 
Theodore Took, aut rots vs Ne 


press a novel, founded on a poy rorret ce thar t , 


! < 
’ if a if sitice a fitedils ! “wt i " 
Mugl ! 

The Louisiana Sugar Refinery turned out in the t 
Wf Oetober, SLOT Ths md in Newent ys 00 

iking PISS 200 lbs. refined sugar in tw Hotties ; 
hits deen veul on ee 

\ Spanish Benedictine Monk. oft Convertofts 
in Sy mead Pedro de P Whose - a 
first per iwWho ts recordes have i 
viel ahaas 

Ihe 1 ‘ I. yy wos on IF ant » Vfe * of 
toston. by alarge t rity His competitor was Willian 
Sullivan 

Par n Lee, Esq. has been cleeted Ma f the city of 
New-York 

i uy of Ohin. r nted th 

pudy { the United stat ‘ t i hi ’ 
e te rieul. 4 !toom j u's Wiuge it 
rwetve ad it trad 

A Fy i! lias rens ibiv es ive ( 
that chotern is produced bw « "we? 

It i viel tor bee tthe I <n n 
child ha lided toestal il Cannes ‘ 
Whether inthe Upper or! er Proving snot apped 
otek wr" Th Capit is to be two pi fis 4 tite 
sterling, amd the business is te be transact i the Seoteh 
principl 


MT ABRER EEE, 


At Columbiaville, on the 30th ult. bye the Rew M- 


Stillman of this city. Mr. George Jutkin Bethlehem, to 
M Jane Lebdell, of the former place 

At the Prierdts Meeting House, in Cha on the Tth 
! t. Vir. Wes! Fineh, 1 lixs Maria ¢ dhouelter of 
the late Capt. Urinal Coffin, all of the abowe plies 

At Whately, Mass. on the thoult. by Chester Rardws 
eq. Mr. Selah W. Pox, to Miss Mary 8. Woods, all of th 
elbery pl cf r 

\t Henrietta, on the 6th ult. by the Rew. Woo Reese 
Me. M in b.. Mitch, tu Miss Amanda Ro Robert f 
thy aleve piace 

On the 1th ult. by the Rew. Mr. Murray. Ve. J ih 
Sith, to Miss Louisa Utly, all of the ab 

EDED ED, 
Int ty, on the eth inst. Alfred Taylor, in the 25d 
! " 

ony eltth inst. Obed Bunker, in the 59th vearof] - 
fh the Mth inst. Susana Doolittle, in u ‘ vear ol 
oT 


Ar Athens, on Saturday the Tih inst. Ma nies 
meal OF years 

Tey Ci lpenet n the 2th ult. Mere 

Nantucket, in the &0th ve f 


Hannah White. forme 


f Laer ay 
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THE 


RURAL REPOSITORY. 








| That fades with waking memory, from the view 
Of this mysterious thing we call the soul. 


| A very child again beside the brook, 
\ T made my puny hand a cup to dip 
Among the sparkling waters, where L took 


Its hollow full, and brought it to my lip. 


|, And ol! that cooling draught I still ean taste, 
|} And feel it in the spirit and the flesh 


"Tis like a fount, that in the desert waste 











ORBLIGUNVADL POBWLRYe 


Leaps out, the weary pilgrim to refresh. 





The spice of other days was borne along, 





Por the Rural Repository. 
Hope. 
Hore cheats her votaries with delusive smiles, 
Holds fair but mildewed flowers before her slave, 
Points him to honor but to death beguiles, 
Till in bis shining goal he finds a grave. 


Her voice is sweet with precious promises, 
Her hands are full of rare and costly things, 

Ambition gratified, riches, success, 
Friendship and popularity she brings. 


She kindles passion’s strong and wasting fires, 
Gives utterance to the lover's trembling tongue, 
The warrior’s burning bosom she inspires, 
And animates with fire the poet's song. 


"The eager youth her mightiest impulse feels, 
Visious of glory fill his aching brain, 

With zeal untired he climbs fames Alpine hills, 
To write his name and story in her fane. 


But disappointmem ever follows Hope, 
With constant, shadow-like, tenacity ; 
Snatches away her overflowing cup, 
And bids its tempting, empty bubbles fly 
For the Rural Repository 
Moonlight. 


How still and pensive is the hour! the moon 


Fair Queen of Nighteasserts her gentle sway, 


And ‘ o’er the dark ber silver mantle throws ;” 


The stars in her effulgence teebly shine— 
wittd lias gone 


And lalf the world have wooed the 


Vhe air is still; the to steep, 


couch of rest 


The couch of rest?) Tow oft the couch of pain! 
How many pangs by day conecaled, are now 


Freed from restraint and 
And oft b the 


But thou fair moon, how glorious is thy course 


suffered to have way, 


dew suftlcrer’s bed with tears! 


lhro’ th 
That strive with threatening looks to hide thy form! 


expanse of ether—thro’ the clouds 





How like the path of Virtue in this world 

Beset with envious tongues and hostile eyes, 

Vet rising victor o'er their rage combined, 

And brightening their meanness, even as thou 

Ss iedd at thy syle ndor on the darkest mass. 

"Tis said thou art unchast how false the word! 
Thou breathest purity and imnocenes 

And calmest sensual passions all to rest. 

I cannot look on thee and fail to feel 


A glow like Heaven itself expand my mind, 
And lift me o'er the! of Barth ; 
Oh Leould watch thee in thy lonely way, 


wly joys 


Even till the stars are lost in brighter beams, 
And tai ast: 

But f will leave the 
And thou art stationed like 
To guard the 


Ssiile on and bless us with thy kindly beams 


\urora blushes in the E 
Nature asks repose, 
a sentinel, 

Karthon which thou seem|'‘st t mile, 
And shed them gently on thy suppliant’s head. FE. M 


*‘ There is not a day, 
Sees half the business in a wicked wa 





On which these single hours of moonshine smile’—DByt 
I Dreamed, 
RY MISS HANNAA PF. GOULD. 


{ preamEeno—and ‘twas a lovely, blessed dream, 
That TC again my native hills liad found, 
The mossy rocks, the 


That used to hold me captive to its sound, 


valley, and the stream, 


I was a child again—I roamed anew 
About my carly baunts, and saw the whole 


| From shrub and forest, on the balmy breeze ; 


I heard ny warbling wild bird's tender song 


' 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| Come sweet and thrilling thro’ the rustling trees 
| All Was restored, as in the sunny day, 

' 

When LT believed my littl, rural ground 


1 "The centre of the world, Whose limits lay 


| What she may be, the pure immortals know, 


! 
Just where the bright horizon hemmed it round 


And she who was my sister then, but now 


Who round the throne of the Eternal bow, 


| And bathe in glory veiled from all below. 


jut, she was there, who, with her riper years, 
nee walked the guardian of my infant feet, 
Drew from my hand the thorn, wiped off my tears, 


And brought her flowers to deck our grassy seat. 


| 

| 

| 

\1 saw her cheek with life's warm current flushed, 
| Cling to the fingers that [used to hold, 
Heard the loved voice that is forever blushed, 

| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
‘ 


| And felt the form that long ago was cold. 


All T have been and known, in all the vears 
Since T was sporting 


My hopes 


in that cherished spot— 


my Wishes and my tears, 


rows. TY 
i} 6As only dreamings, were alike forgot, 
| 
| “Twas this that made my dreant so blest and bright, 
Made mi 
1 Yet, Time! 
| 
| 
| 


less thing that IT was then; 


thy tight, 


the cur 


T would not now reverse 


And risk the running of my race again. 


The fairest joys that struck their roots in earth 


I would not rear again, to bloom and fade! 
| I've had them onee, in their ideal worth, 
| Their height Ive ured, and their substance weigh'd, 
Nor, those wl rsieep in peace, would I iwake, 
To have their hearts with time's delusions filled. 
The seal that God has set T would not break 
Nor call the voice to lips that he has still'd. 
And still, Tlowe mvd um twas ver weet 
To be among my native li inl, 
| Where my light heart was borne by infant feet, 
The cnre | lereature Twas then! 
1 Whene’er T think of it, the warm tears roll 
| 
| Unealled and untorbidde down tov check, 
But not for joy ner sorrow O,my soul! 
Thy nature, pow or purpose, Who can speak 7 





The Grave of the Twins. 


RY Miss J. WU. KINNEY. 
One winding sheet enveloped them, 
One sunny grave was theirs, 
One soft reen plot of silken crass 


Received their mother’s tears 5 
And light did the night wind breathe 
L Their resting place above, 
As if it feared to wake thein from 
Their sweet repost of love. 
iN 
The rains came down, and forth there sprung, 
Orie briclit and early sprin 
Iwo rose-buds on one slen eT talk 
And close ly did they cling 3 
Yet never did they blossom there, 


) 1) lee | 
But all untimely shed 


Their young leaves on that holy graye, 


Meet emblems of the dead. 


| 
| 
| 








Robert L. Dorr, Hillsdale, N.Y ’. B. Macy, Rochester 
N.V.—M. Huntington, Ber t \I i I.. Nichols 
Cana rhea N.\ =. Andres ‘I N.Y \. Knight 
YM. ¢ i a, N. ¥.—N.B vu. Henrietta, N.Y rE 
=. Peck, Pownal, Vt.—G. W. Clark, Delhi, N. ¥. Levi L 
Hill, Kingston, N.Y 


Lines by the Lake Side. 
BY BISHOP DOANE. 
Tins placid lake, my gentle girl, 
Be emblem of thy lite— 
As full of peace and purity, 
As free from storm and strife ; 
No ripple on its tranquil breast 
That dies not with the day ; 
No pebble in its darkest depths, 
But quivers in its ray. 
And see, how every glorious form 
And pageant of the skies, 
Reflected from its glassy face, 
A mirror’d image lies. 
So be thy spirit, ever pure, ' 
To God, to virtue given! 
And thought, and word, and action, bear 


The imagery of Heaven! 


,On seeing an Infant prepared for the 


Grave. 


BY MRS. L. H. SIGOURNEY. 


Go to thy rest, my child, 

(so to thy dreamless bed, 
Gentle and undetiled, 

With blessings on thy head. 
Fresh roses on thy hand, 

Buds on thy pillow laid, 
Haste from this fearful land, 


Where flowers so quickly ti 


Before thy heart had learned 


In waywardness to stray, 
Before thy young feet turned 
The dark and downward way, 


Ere sin had seared the breast 


ir 


Or sorrow woke the tk 


Rise to thy home of rest 


In yon celestial sphere. 


Because thy smile was fair, 
Thy lip and eye so bright 

Bex ause thy cradle-care 
Was such a fond di reht 


Shall love, with weal 


. embor 
Thy heavenward wine detain 


No! Anvwel, see Kk thy place 


Amid Heaven's cherish’d train. 
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